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Kontsky Turned On the Gas

and Described His
Feelings.

POVERTY DROVE HIM TO IT.

A Letter Which He Sent to
Charles Dana Gibson

Saved H is Life.

SCION OF A BRAZ'LIAN FAMILY.

Had Tried in Every Way to Get Work,
but Could Find Nothing.Was

a Female Impersonator
and Artist's Model.

Baron Ismael Kontsky, who i8 only twenty-twoyears old and the last hope of a

once powerful Brazilian family, tried to
end his life In his lodging, at No. 26 West
Fifteenth street, yesterday, by stuffing all
the crevices of his room, with rags and
scraps and then turning on the gas.
That his earthly account Is not now

closed for good is due to the fact that he
had written Monday night to Charles Dana
Gibson, the artist, at No. 19 West i'bircytirststreet, apprising him of the Intended
suicide.
This letter was among those which WilllamA. Coleman, Mr. Gibson's valet, handedto his master in yesterday morning's

mail. Mr. Gibson was at tirst inclined to
regard the letter In the light of a joke, but
he nevertheless acted promptly, ana tnus
became the means of saving Kontsky's life.
He instructed Coleman to take a run

down to No. lit! West Fifteenth street and
learn If anything was wrong. Coleman
arrived just in time. Nobody in the house,
although it was close to 11 o'clock, had the
remotest suspicion that a tragedy was beingplayed In the top floor front room. The
dwelling, No. 26 West Fifteenth street, is
full of music teachers and musicians. All
these were busy with their affairs. The
house rang with assorted phrases of the
masters or classical music.
Coleman ran up the stairs and knocked at

Kontsky's door. Getting no answer he put
his eye to the keyhole and saw that it was

plugged with rags. He pulled out the rags
and the gas rushing through nearly choked
Vv(*vi CTn + V*r» qloi*tv> hnt fho IjinrllnrH
was unable to find duplicate keys to Kontsky'sroom. Coleman tried to break in the
door, which resisted his efforts. Finally,
when they did get the door open, Kontsky
was almost gone.

Wore Evening Dress.
He had endeavored to die picturesquely.

He lay In full evening dress upon a low
lounge In the northeasterly corner of the
lurge front room. The lounge was draped
with a pink comforter, against which the
Baron's handsome features were cast in
cameo-like relief. The Baron's feet were
covered with worn patent-leather pumps,
and his half hose were of oft-darned silk.
In one hand he held a photogranh .vhich

his friends afterward declared to Jo that of
his father and mother. By his side was
a copy of a newspaper of date a couple of
months back, which contained a full accountof the departed glories of his family,
and also told how close at one time was the
Baron's father to Dom Pedro, the last Em-
pcror of Brazil.
But most remarkable of all was the disiveryof an open letter, which the Baron
(1 written with the grip of death on his

arm. This was intended evidently for his
mother, or such, at least, is the theory of
Detective Martin Conway, of the West
Thirtieth Street Police Station, who subsequentlyplaced the Baron under arrest.
Here follows a long blank space, as if

the Baron had turned on the gas and resignedhimself to his fate. Presently he
begins again and the handwriting is still
firm and strong:
"All what I own shall be paid with the

money I expect one of these days.
"BARON KONTSKY."

Another long blank follows and then
comes the last sentence written in a falteringhand:
"Six o'clock now and I live still. May I

be dead before very long."
Baron Will Recover.

As soon as possible after his discovery
the dying man was removed to the New
York Hospital, across the street. For a

time the physicians despaired of his life,
but after working over him for an hour
succeeded in restoring him to consciousness.He will recover.
Baron Kontsky had lived in the house,

No. 26 West Fifteenth street, only a couple
of months. S. Sprague, his friend, said
that the young man had been out of work
for some time and often spoke of suicide as
the only refuge from his troubles. His
father was once wealthy and a favorite of
Dom Pedro, the Emperor of Brazil. When
the empire fell, the rortunes or tne ivontskysdeparted also. There was enough
saved out of the wreck, however, to supportthe mother In comfort, and young
Kontsky left home to seek his fortune In
foreign countries.
He arrived here last January and, It la

said, effected an arrangement with Albert
Blal, of Koster & Blal's, to appear at that
house as a female Impersonator. The death
of Mr. Blal. however, ended the Baron's
chances In that direction, and ruined him,
"for he had spent all his savingB In costumes
for his Impersonations.
The handwriting was womanish in its refinement,but evidence of the anguish tho

writer suffered was not apparent until the
last few lines, when the penmanship becamealmost illegible.
From this letter It would seem that the

Baron began his preparations for suicide
about four o'clock In the morning. As he
says In his letter he had founght to live
patiently a life that was obnoxious to him
until he could flght no longer. He was
tired of the struggle and determined to die.

Ttio nwim ho nceunlert as his own was not
that In which he was found, but the
smaller hall room adjoining. He had
previously shared the larger room with a

man named Cleaves, but his room mate left
some weeks ago, and Baron Kontsky was

perforce obliged to retire to the cheaper
room.

Tore Off Gas Fixtures.
The big room, however, remained unlet,

and Kontsky determined to die In that,
partly because It was large, and partly, no

doubt, because there were more gas Jets
In It. There were two flexible fixtures betweenthe front windows, and also a pipe
running along the floor for the purposes
of a gas stove. If the tenant so desired.
Kontsky tore o ffone of the flexible fixturesso that the esonDe of aas would be

more copious, and tore the bit out of the
other. He also turned on the valve of
the pipe designed for the gas stove.
Before doing this, however, he must

have written the first sentences of the
letter Intended for his mother. The letterwhich grows disjointed toward the
last, follows:
"It is 4 o'clock in the morning. I can't

stand it any longer. The temptation to
finish with this terrible life I'm not use to
Is too great.
"So will I be one more killed by gas

Jets. May God be clement and forgive me.
"And my dearest mother
"Ah"
He then lived out as an artist's model,

and for a time did fairly well. It was thus
that he met Charles Dana Gibson. He sat
several times for Mr. Gibson, who declaredvesterdnv that his ncnnalnfance
with the young man was limited to these
sittings. Mr. Gibson refused to make publicthe contents of the letter written him
by the Baron on the eve of his attempted
suicide.
In last August, in a fit of desperation

over his continued Ill-luck, Kontsky advertisedIn a morning newspaper that unless
he got work immediately he would be
obliged to kill himself. This advertisement
brought him several temporary Jobs and
lome presents of money.

Work Was Too Hard.
Times soon grew bad again, however,
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Baron Kontsky's Letter Written as

The above letter was written after the B
rangements for suicide. The first sentence;
deadly gas began to numb the senses of the
aged to write a few disjointed sentences. Tl;
how eagerly he wished for death. They wer

the paper. The letter reads:
"It Is 4 o'clock In the morning. I can't

finish with the terrible life I am not used Is 1
by as jets. May God be clement and forgive
what I owe shall be paid with the money I e

"Six o'clock now and I live still. Ma y I

and Kontsky began to show signs of great n r

discouragement. His last attempt to^secure J^|j
wutr& was uiuue m a uiu iu iu

where an artist named Frost had adver- |gj
tlsed for a secretary.
Kontsky returned from this quest in disgustand despair. He told his friend

Sprague that Mr. Frost had not only
wanted him to act as his secretary, but
also to teach his two cnildren languages.
He declared the work was too hard and
that he would never undertake it.
Baron Kontsky is an accomplished lin- TU

guist. speaking no less than seven inn- I 11
guages fluently. He is slender in physique,
with delicate features and a complexion of
In a great bush, combed up from the forealmoetfeminine d.^i»cacy. His hair, which
is abundant and a wavy brown, he wears
head so that it surrounds his face like a
halo.

Hard luck? Why that's absurd Tl
As ghosts who houses haunt!

Give up belief in fakes
And try a Journal "want." d
THEIR MISSION TO SAVE. £

Return of the Schooner Volant,
Which Sailed North to EducateNatives.

The little three-masted schooner Volant, g
Captain Hanson, arrived to-day at Port jju
Townsend on the way back from Siberia ^tl
and the northern coast of Alaska. he]She is the vessel that in the latter part ..

of May sailed from this port with three rm

missionaries, Mr. and Mrs. Robert Samms, dr<
of Los An£bl0S, and Miss Anna Hunnicutt, a
of Whittier, who wont to found the north- ,,

ernmost religious station on this coast.if La
not the most northern mission in the his
world. att
The point to which the missionaries ..

sailed is about two hundred miles north of tlR
the nearest white settlement. There the tio
three religious workers were to find means <he<
to transport their provisions a couple of caihundred miles inland to an Esquimo settle- an,
meut described by traders and trappers. na,
They took food to last them a year, and
the society that is directing them will send <jicthe schooner to them next Summer with ...

another rargo. ne

The cold In the region of the new mission- S
ary station is said to be quite as severe as tloi
at Dawson. The latitude is higher and the tba
Arctic Ocean is nearer. Food is usually nar

very scarce among the natives in Winter, tec
and the situation of the three young Call- Iu'°
fornians, unaccustomed to the Arctic hard- oas

ships, is not likely to be as pleasant as it *'al
would be at Dawson. Not even a salary tvrl
will be available to the missionaries, so far Juc
as financial returns are concerned, and the
general education of the natives, as well as
religious enlightenment, Is required. There 111
is no other missionary station in that sectionof Alaska.
The Volant, on the same trip, took John

W. Kelley and several assistants to MechigmeBay, Siberia, in the service of the ,

United States Government. He Is to study
tne native rooa supply, witn a view to lm- cuu

proving the conditions In Alaska. There stri
was difficulty about getting the consent of b*t
the Russian Government, but Anally the obstaclesthrown In the way of the expedition
were removed .San Francisco Examiner. T
at any rate..Chicago Fost. "0l

cas
A

An Honest Compliment. wa
She was a playful vaudeville lady, the R.

last of a talented galaxy that had been cast
away on the cannibal island. Luckily her N
trunk came ashore with her.there being q
no cruel landlord to detain it. and she had
just emerged from her tent attired In her 1,n<
sweetest serio-comic accordion-plaited pla;
Skirt, her lohg black hose, her little Span- Is a
ish jacket, and her coquettish baby cap. ton
"How do I look, chiefy?" she queried as whl

she graeefullly pirouetted on one tapered Hn<
toe. ser
The great man ran the tip of his tongue

along his somewhat bloated lips. ' A
"You are dressed At to kill," he smiling- b't*

ly replied as he motioned to the royal TEi
cook. LAi
And he meant it..Cleveland Plaindealer. WJb
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5 He Inhaled the Deadly Gas.
aron Kontsky had completed all his ar3are penned in a firm hand. Then the
writer. With failing strength he manielast lines written at 6 o'clock indicate
e the last and almost a confused blur on

stand it any longer. The temptation to
too great. So will I be one more quelled
me.and my dearest mother.An:.all

xpect one of these days.
"BARON KONTSKY.

be dead before very soon."

R5. ATKINSON IN
HER OWN BEHALF.

ie Governor's Wife Takes
Up Again the Story

of Her Life.

KtD, bUI rtKblb I tNi.

mies Emphatically That She
iver Signed Judge Camden's

Name After His Death.

Henvllle, W. Va., Oct. 12..When Ju-dge
zzard opened court this morning Mrs.
kinson was again called to the stand in

r own behalf. She at once took up the
ead of her lifes' story where she had
>pped it late on the previous day.
ihe was married, she said, to Judge
mden in 1883, who, up to the time of
death, required her constant care and

ention. She stated that during all this
le she had assisted him in the transacnof his business, and especially had she
?n of efficient service to him in a cleriway.She had written letters, papers
d receipts for him, and had signed his
ne to them, zrith her own underneath,
t always with his authority and at his
tation.
ver Slfjued a Post-llortem Paper.
he denied in toto the material allega-
is of the State and stated emphatically
t she had never signed Judge Camden's
ne to any papers after his death. All
eipts and papers here produced by the
secution and tiled as evidence In this
e and which bear the signature "G. D.
nden, per Mrs. G. D. Camden," were
[tten and signed prior to the death of
ige Cainden, and with his consent, she
1, by his authority and by his directions.
pronounced the Owens receipts, which

this ease she is charged with forging
genuine and written by her under the
?ctlon of Judge Camden.
Mrs. Atkinson Looks Weary,

[rs. Atkinson gives her testimony In a

r, but distinct, voice, and every word
be heard plainly by the jury. The

ain of the trial seems to be telling on
'. On tho*stand this morning she said:
I will tell all that Is necessary, but I
vegy tired."
he court has been in session about ton
irs each day since the opening of the
e, eleven days ago.
bout noon the examination in chief
s completed, and cross-examination by
G. Linn for the prosecution began.
ew White Star Liner Launched,
eifast, O-et. 12.The new White Star
? steamer Cymric was launched here toyat the yards of Harland & "Wolff. She
freight and passenger steamer of 12.000

s, considerably longer that the Georgic,
Ich Is the largest of the \\ hlte Star
» freight etenmers now In the New York
rice.

GAIN OP OVER 300 PER CENT IN THE
MBER OP "WANTS" PRINTED IN YESflDAY'SJOURNAL OVER THE SAME DAY
3T YEAR. OTHERS SEE THEIR VALUE.
LY DON'T YOU?

BSiD l!o GiGOEO
8* Dill THIEVES

In Broad Day Robbers Enter
a Paterson Store and

Seize the Clerk.

PUT HIM IN THE CELLAR.

-T-i "T~I til nil
I nen i ney rtansacK ine nace

and Calmly Make Off
with the Booty.

UNDER NOSE OF THE POLICE.

Friends Arrive at Last and Find the
Victim in the Ce'lar Covered

with Boxes.Police ActivityToo Late.

A daring robbery was committed yesterdayin Taterson, N. J., while hundreds of
people were passing the scene. The thieves
entered a haberdashery store in the bus-
ll'&L pari UJ. tut* LUn, uuuuu fe«feotvA c*.

youth, ritletl the safe and money drawer
and then escaped with their booty without
the slightest interference.
The store entered was that of Edwin

Stewart, at No. 120 Market street, directly
opposite the Paterson Savings Institution
and the City and within a stone's throw of
Police Headquarters. The thieves undoubtedlyknew their business, for they entered
the store when only Charles Dyre, seventeenyears old, was in charge, and there
was 110 chance of another arrival for fully
an hour. Dyre is a nephew of the proprietorof the place.
The boy reached the store at 7:30 a. nr.,

about*the time that working people were
on the way to their various places of employment.He opened the front door and
nad just begun sweeping when two welldressedmen entered. As far as he can remember,one was tall, the other thick set.
and both wore false mustaches, which
were kept in position by a piece of thread
that ran around over their ears.
The men asked to see handkerchiefs, and

the boy showed some.
"Just the thing," said one of the men,

"two of them will do. Now show me a
felt hat, please."
To get to the case containing the hats

the boy had to go from behind the counter.
As he did so iie was seized and overpowered.While one he'd him tight and
pressed his hand over his mouth to pre^rit
any outcry, the other hurriedly closed and
locked the front door. Then Dyre was
struck a blow that knocked him off his
feet. In falling his head came In contact
with the edge of tlie counter and lie was
rendered unconscious. His wrists were securelytied with twine, his feet similarly
treated, and with a piece of rope his knees
and chin were, brought close together and
securely bound. The handkerchiefs the
thieves had chosen were used by them to
gag the boy.
They carried the lad into the cellar, left

him in a pile of rubbish, and to make sure
that he should not get away put a number
of dry goods eases 011 top of him. Then
they proceeded to ransack the store. They
had already taken the keys of the safe
from the boy, and, with little difficulty,
they managed to open it, and help themselvesto the contents.
In their excitement the robbers overlooked$200 which was In a bank book in

the safe, but the other money, about $50,
they took with them.
When Harry Stewart, son of the proprietor,entered the si ore about an hour

later, be found everything in confusion.
The store had not been swept, and he becamesuspicious that something unusual
had happened. One of the cases in which
the hats are displayed wns standing cptn.
This was the one which Dyre had opened
just as the strangers fell upon him. As
Stewart made his way to the rear of the
store he saw the door of the safe standingopen and the contents lying on the
floor.
At this moment John Greenwood, a cutter

in the clothing sfore ot P. H. J. Theiss,
which is divided from the Stewart concernby a thin partition, entered the rear
door and said he thought he heard some
one moaning in the cellar. Greenwood and
Stewart got a candle and went Into the
cellar, where they found Dyre under the
boxes. The ropes and twine with which he
was bound were quickly severed, but his
position for over an hour had been so
Cramped that he was too stiff to walk or
oven stand on his feet. He was not much
hurt.
The police were notified. Chief Frederick

G. Graul, Detectives Titus and Lord and
Sergeant Hargraves began an investigation.
Within half an hour they had arrested two
men on suspicion. These wore brought beforethe boy. but he could not identify
them and they were released. No other arrestshave been piade.

AFTER WILD MAN ON BIKE.
\A/#acf Pai nf sit U~l -1 e .1 m CvoUlun

Race with a Fleet Freak in
Woman's Skirts.

West Point, N. Y., Oct. 12..Sergeant Lo
per had anexciting chase last night aftei
the wild man who has been causing sc
much annoyance to those who walk ou
after dark in the neighborhood of Highlam
Falls. The wild man came from Crow Nest
where, according to the sergeant, he ha;
been living since he was so closely pursuec
by indignant Highland Falls people las
week. He ran along the sidewalk near th<
cemetery and was hailed by the sentinel
The fellow had not changed his raiment
and the woman's skirts which he won

were badly tattered. When the sentine
challenged him he darted into the bushe:
along the roadside and disappeared.
The officer in charge, being notified, or

dered Loper to arrest the wild man, and hi
started after him on his bicycle. Fie caugh
up with him near Soldiers' Hospital, an<
then the fun began. Loper pedalled for al
he was worth, and the wild man ran fo
dear life. The hill was against Loper, ant
after nearly a nine run tne wiiu man go
into the woods and eseaped.

ANGER WAS COSTLY. ,

A Woman Lost 1,200 Florins by I
and a. Merchant 2,000 Pounds.

There is a leading Vienna lady of to-daj
who must regret the excesses to which hei
temper is addicted, for recently, In an out
burst of anger, she destroyed bonk note!
valued at 1,200 florins.
It appears that her husband, who is a verj

wealthy man, presented her with a dozei
pairs of gloves as a birthday present. This
aroused the anger of his spouse, who confl
dently expected an expensive sample of thi
Jeweller's craft, and she threw the glove*
into the fire bofere her husband's eyes
The latter endeavored to save thetn li
time, but was unsuccessful.
One may imagine the lady's mortifies tloi

when she was informed that a bank not*
for 100 florins was wrapped up in eacl
pair of -the gloves.
A wealthy Manchester man was recentli

made poorer to the extent of something
like £2,000 indirectly through his temper
Hot-headed and fiery, he flew into a rngi
over some trivial office mistake, and whll<
pouring forth its wrath in high tones, ac
cidentally threw a burning match, wit]
which he had lighted his pipe, into th
waste paper basket.
The angry man put on his hat and wen

out. Meanwhile the match had Ignited tb
contents of the basket, and by the time th
outbreak was discovered the flames wer
almost beyond control. The flr? quleklj
spread and before it had been stopped dani
age estimated at £2.000 had been done t
the premises, which, unfortunafiJly, wer
hot insured..Pearson's Weekly.

TWO WOMEN i
MYSTEI

Mrs, Emma Zanes and Mrs.
Sarah Shaw, Murdered

in Camden, N. J.

LATTER'S SON A SUSPECT.

He Tells a Story About Burglarsin Which the Police
Pick Flaws.

FOUND WITH EMPTY PISTOL.

Efforts to Clear Up the Mystery by an

Ante-Mortem Statement from
One of the VictimsUnsuccessful.

MRS. EMMA ZANES and her daughter,Mrs. Sarah Shaw, lie dead in
their little home at No. 242 Line!

H li
- I I

CP h^S>ye£tC>
v |V

\ M-^5 /\ WMAW ^

street, Camden, X. J., the victims of one

of the foulest and most mysterious of murders.
For many hours yesterday the police acceptedthe, common report that burglars,

d-sturbe(J In their search for plunder, had
committed the murder, but a search of the
bouse showed that this was probably not
the case.

The police now hold under practical ar'rest Eli Shaw, the nineteen-year-old son

and grandson of the murdered women.

While the authorities do not say that he
committed the murders, they suspect him
of knowing a great deal more about the
case than he has at present told. Last

r night he underwent rigid examination at

) the hands of the Camden police, who are

t being added 'n their investigations by De
1 tectives Geyer and Crawford, of the Phil

adelphla force. Geyer and Crawford arc
' the men who were Instrumental In bring
s ing H. H. Holmes to the gallows.
1 Money In the House,
t Mrs. Zanes was a widow, seventy-eighi
9 years old. Her husband had been a seJ
. captain, and afterwaru a stationary en

gineer. He died a year ago. Hhe llvei
witu ner wiuoweu uauKiuei-, .*n». ou. >»

? and her son, Eli. When Mr. Zones died h<
1 loft his widow the house they had passec
3 their lives in, several other rented houses

scattered about the town and a com
fortable sum in bank. Monday was ren

s day, and Mrs. Zanes collected the mone:
t as usual.
1 Ever since the death of her husband
1 Mrs. Zanes had wanted to erect a hand
r some monument over his grave. She dk
1 not feel Justified in drawing the whole o

t the necessary amount from the bank, s<

she and her daughter set to work to savi
up the money. Monday they had in tin
house nearly $280, and this fact was per
fectly well known to Ell Shaw.

* Eli works as a bookkeeper and store boj
for Taylor Brothers, Hour and feed (leal
ers. at Front and Market streets, In Fain

7 den. He had few intimates, and was gen
r erally looked upon as a quiet and inofi.ens

ive young fellow, although those who know
lilm say thai it was rawer iucn en u'uucj

3 than Inclination that kept hint quiet. Sb
weeks ago he was attacked with typhoic
fever. The attack was not particularly ma

llgnaut. Although he returned to work twr
1 weeks ago he was still looked upon as i

i convalescent.
Eli's Story.

i Monday night Eli was out on the st-eeti
3 until after 11 'clock. When he returner

his grandmother and his mother had botl
gone to bed, and he went to his room Hi
slept on the third floor, while Mrs. Zane

J slept in the back room on the floor below
What follows Is Eli's account of the trag

1 edy, as lirst told to the police aud severa
iiiius ii'iA'ttifu.

f At about ten minutes to 5 o'clock yester
? lay morning he got up to get a drink o

rvater. As he returned to his bed he hean
e if. slight noise at the back of the house
- He says that he went Into his mother'i

room and, awakening her, told her to keej
1 still, as he thought that burglars were li
6 the house. Then he started to go dowi

stairs to make an Investigation. He car
t rled no weapon and was In his nigh
e clothes. He walked as far as the hall
e whcu he was Joined my his mother, and
e in spite of his protests, she accompanlei
v him down stairs. Ell pushed open the doo
i- of the back room on the second floor an<
o was about to enter, when his mothe- wen
e in ahead of him.

Hardly had she entered the room, h

MURDERED BY
RIOUS HAND; SC
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says, than there was a flash and a report
and his mother fell. By the flash of light,
Eli says, he saw two men crouched In the
room, both holding revolvers, '.too terrified
to do anything, Eli drew back and the two
men rushed by him, ran downstairs and
left the house by the back window.

His Pistol Empty.
EH ran into the front room, and openinga window, called for help. A faint

cry of "Murder" and "Help" was heard
at 4:55 o'clock by Alonzo Lane, a neighbor,and he hastened to the house. When
ho reached the door he found Eli Siiaw
clad in his night clothes, standing on the
doorstep. Eli said: "I guess somebody's
hurt."
Lane asked what was the matter, and was

told that somebody had been in the house.
He asked Eli if he had a gun or a club
and the youth, re-entering the house, returnedwith a pistol, which he gave to
Lane. The pistol was of 22 calibre and had
been emptied of its bullets. It still containedseven empty shells. Lane refused
to enter the house with 110 better weapon
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than an empty pistol, and the two ealloA
again for help.
According to the investigation of the

police the burglars must kav^forced^open
rue Klicnen WinilOW wuuuui irunue amarkupon the sash and without tearing
the muslin mosquito netting. The police
also found that when these mysterious
burglars broke the window between the
back parlor and the kitchen they did it so

that the glass fell on their side Instead of
upon the other. In other words, the glass
fell just as it would have done had it been
broken by some one who was Inside the
parlor instead of in the kitchen.
Another point seems strange to the police.

Inside -the window, which opened on the
garden, and resting upon a rickety table,
was a gasoline stove. That stove was piled
high with kettles, saucepans and the generalutensils of the kitchen. It formed a

barricade which would have puzzled a cat.
but those agile burglnrs climbed over it
without disturbing a thing.
There was little doubt that Mrs. Shaw

hod been shot, but one physician who examinedthe body of Mrs. Zanes said he
thought she had boon struck with a lianir»or(ipd lmr skull fractured. The autopsy
was performed by Coroner Llppincott
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CATS I
LOUIS WAIN, the
famous London
artist, whose

CAT
PICTURES
Have madeHarlemites,Hindoos,
Hottentots laugh,
begins the greatestfunny series
of his life. The
first picture will
depict jj
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Here comes the Bride,
With stately stride I
Who is that Duffer
That walks by her side?

Wedding Song from Lohengrin.


